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Tflt PRINCIPIA DISCORDIA 
VtRSION 2B.S 


00001 



WtLCOAAt ro T-H-6. INTR0DUCIN6 OF T-Ht 23.5 V£R- 
SION OF TH£ PRINCIPIA DISCORDIA. W£ WANT TO 
SNARF, RI6-HT UP FRONT, TFIAT W£ DON'T FIAV6. 

A PROBLtM WITFI TFI6. OTFitR TWtNT^-TWO AND 
ON€ FiALF kNOWN PRINCIPIAS TFiAT FIAVt B£€.N 
PUBLISFI6.D 5^ OTFitR NOODLtS OF TFI£ CFIURCFI. 
IN FACT, W£ FRttL^ ADMIT TFiAT TFIIS VtRSION 
WAS WRITT-EN IN A C0MPL6.T6. DRUNktN STUPOR, 
AND FOR ALL W£ kNOW, IT COULD FiAVt B£€.N 
SOMt S0N-0F-A-6R€.yFAC£ WITFI A BULLFIORN 
0UTSID6. TFIt DOOR TRAINÒ TO LtAD US ASTRAE. 
BUT W£ DON'T TFIINk SO. 


UNFORTUNATtL^, TFIt 0RI6INAL VtRSION OF TFIIS 
TOMt FIAS B£€.N LOST. IT WAS WRITTtN ON 
PRINCt AAU-CFIAO'S DORM ROOM CF.ILIN6 WITFI 
KRAFT MACARONI AND CFittSt B^ ALL TFIAT AT- 
TtNDtD TFIt FATtFUL PR£i>£R C€.R£MONi> ON 
MUDAI*, 3162. RtV. MARSFIMtLLOW FLUFF F6.V6.R- 
ISFILif COPI6.D IT DOWN WITFI SPAM ON TFIt WALL, 
AND 60T MOST OF IT B6.F0R6. A FALLIN6 PItCt OF 
MACARONIFIIT FIIM IN TFIt LtFT €!*€.. Wt 6AV€. 
FIIM A PURPLt PIN-EAL, TFIt PII6PI-E.ST DtCORATION 
Wt COULD TFIINk OF AT TFIt TIM£. FLUFF, TFIt 
WORLD OF DISCORD WILL FORtVtR B£ IN !*OUR 
D£6T. 00002 




CHANNE.LS OF THIS &OOK INCLUDA (BUT ARE. MOT 
LIMITE.D TO) RE.V. PRINCE. MU-CHAO, RE.V. 
MARSHMtLLOW FLUFF, RE.V. Y?, EMPEROR 6H0TI 
PILATE., JUSTICAR HAMMAN CHEEZ, 

NE.CROFUCKE.R BABYSMASHE.R THE. UNCOUTH, 
POPE. E.VIL FNORDFNORD, RE.V. SEYKNOW 
TONORTON, 

RE.V. DAV-E, RE.V. Q-BE.RT LE 0MNIH0PPIN6E.ST, 
POPE. AMISH JE.HOVAH, POPE. B0UNCIN6 JE.HOVAH 
OF THE. FI VE. CORNERÀ CHAO UTTE.R, 

AND JOE.. UNFORTUNATE.LY, PRINCE. MU-CHAO 
DIE.D OF AN NTH DIMENSIONAL BRAINFRY IN 3172 
IN A FAILE.D ATTE.MPT TO E.NTE.R THE. FIE.INOUS 
SNAPPLE. CORP.'S TOP SE.CRE.T FILE.S. NE.T COMMU¬ 
NITY 23AE.RISXX DE.E.PLY MOURNE.D T-HE. LOSS UN- 
TIL THE.Y NOTICE.D T-HE. PRINCE. P0PPIN6 UP 
RE.6ULARLY ON THE. CHAT LINE.S ONCE. A6AIN 
STARTIN6 ON MU-DAY 3223 AND C0NTINUIN6 TO 
THE. PRE.SE.NT DAY (32S5). 




COPy WRI6-HTIS R£Fi£RS£D ON A S0UNDSTA6£ US- 
IN6 ttì€ FIN£ST £QUIPAA£NT RUBL£S COULD BUy. 
IT WOULD B£ R£V£RS£D, BUT W£ R£FUS£ TO 
ACC£PT C0PyRI6-HT R£PONSIBILITy IN TW£ FIRST 
PLAC£. Wt'D RATFitR 6£T TOAST£D AND RUB OUR 
PIN£AL 6LANDS A6AINST £RIS' FilPS T-HAN WORRy 
ABOUT ALL TFIAT L£6AL CRAP TfiAT 60£S AL0N6 
WIT-H C0PyRI6FirS. 


PLUS, I ASSUR£ you, W£ STOL£ A BIT (JUST A TINy 
BIT FNORD) OF TFi£ AAAT£RIAL, IN 
TRU£ DISCORDIAN FASHION. SO IF yOU WANT TO 
R£PRINT IT, S£ND US A 6ALL0N OF yOUR H0/v\£- 
MAD£ B££R OR A L£AF OF yOUR H0M£-6R0WN OR 
S0M£TFIIN6, ALL FIAIL £RIS! ALL FIAIL DISCORDIA! 
yOSSARIAN LIV£S! 


...SUC-H IS LIF£... 

OOOOi\ 





The l%*i)tin) Opiate of tf]e 23 Jfy)ples of £ris 


pr'Ncipia Discordia 
ver. 23.5 

OR 

FURTFi£R TAL£S AND TR1ALS 
OF 60DD£SS 

wheteih is explained mote wotth khowihg about somethihg. 



A-f iiu of Voc \t& 
/vfiftfL of scotcfi 
/vxi aekl! 
f’ass ii'o tire joiot, 
fou've sere w ed op 
ffie rotntiorr. 


"TO D1V£RS£ 60DS DO MORTALS BOW; 

HOL^ COW AND WFiOLL^ CFIAO" —RFV. DR. 6R1NDL£60N£ 

oerrfcateo to chaos ano sLack, Respecttoefy 


suspended 
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Do what thou whilt shall be thè whole of thè law. 




? 
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in a state of orgasmic pleasure, Prince Mu-Chao carne out of his 
self-induced trance. With wild eyes he turned to me and 
said, "Pez is good. She approves. Do you have a Dino dispenser?" 


Praise be to Eris. 


-Chao Utter 


"60ATS AR£ Afsl IMPORTAI? SOURC£ OF FI8£R/' 

- DR. S. -H-EAAOP-H1L1A, K.S.C. 

00008 



And thè Grape said unto me: "Scjueeze me hard, so my 
juices run free. Then scjueeze rny brothers, for I alone wi'll 
not be enougb to quench your migbty thirst. Let us ferment 
and you may partalce of thè wi'ne we will become." 

I crushed thè grape and his brothers, and let them sit. When 
dranlc them five years later with deep reverance, I was left 
without even a buzz. So I bought a case of Boones and, Godo^; 
be praised, I became drunlc. Mighty is she of thè Golden Apple, and silly are those that 
tallc to grapes. ~ PRINCE MU-CHAO 

The Purple Sage cursed and waxed sorely pissed and cried out in a loud voice: A pox upon thè 
accursed Illuminati of Bavaria; may their seed take no root. 

May their hands tremble, their eyes dim and their spines curi up, yea, verily, like unto thè backs of 
snails; and may thè vagina! orifices of their women to be clogged with Brillo pads. 

For they have sinned against God and Nature; they have made of life a prison; and they have stolen 
thè green from thè grass and thè blue from thè sky. 

And so saying and grimadng and groaning, thè Purple Sage left thè world of men and women and 
retired to thè desert in despair and heavy grumpiness. 

But thè High Grapperai laughed, and said to thè Erisian faithful: Our brother torments himself with 
no cause, for even thè malign Illuminati are unconscious pawns of thè Divine Pian of Our Lady. 

- /Aa/d&ca t Malignaiyiy;, K-T^-^y 

77i<a <3 f Cbn i/adic LiL&/ SSS " 

DDDD8 fls OKplaiood ììì past firiìtìon” it is ao loioporable iS? 
sin to partalo io fiot dog buos It is also a sio agaiost Duo Ladg to 
bolioi/o wtiat gou re ad IDeditate oo ttìis aod tool gour ogoballs pop 
io frustratioo! fraiso tris! 



It sboulcl be stateci bere tbat Dogma III History 2, a lost cbapter in many editions of tbe Principia 
Discordia was mistransiated in several areas. Tbat JHVH person stole our lady’s story, as will be evident 
after reading... 


Genalysis 

T-H£ FIRST &00K OF 
POP£ MO£-Z£US 

Tfi£ CR£ATION 

Ooce apoo a tiroe, becadse it alwags starts tliat wag, Oar Igdg 
Tjis acfeiVed boredori) aod, io a sdlk, roade odr ffeaVeos aod 
Partii. 

Tjis hoVered oVer tfe Void of fer assigoed realità lookiog at its 
Water. ?)\\t dido’t kooW Whg Voids cari)e Witli Water, theg jdst 
did. "[et tfere be gas," ELris did sag, aod so tliere was. [bis 
codld oow see better, Wfat Witti tiie explosioos, aod tfiis Was 
good. "fleat-o," Tjis said, aod proceeded to differiate betweeo 
ligtlt aod darkoess. 



After iRòcti thodght, sfe oanied tt\e gasball residde light, aod eVergthiog else dark. ,5he Was jdst io ooe of tfose ri)oods. All 
tliis tttiokiog Was irritatili, so she pdt her Work aside for toniorrow. 


Tic oext dag, apoo retdroiog to per stadio, ^ris said,"I’ll divide thè Waters fron) thè Waters." Apd so she did. §etweei) thè 
Waters, bg God, Was a firroaroeot. £ris Waso’t qdite sdre what a firroaroeot was, bdt it looked terriblg Dice so she speot 
thè rest of thè dag rooViog ii). 

Tic oext dag she corralled niost of thè Water together aod [o! Pehold! Apd jfaff- 1 Igpd appeared. J5he iri)n)ediatelg plaoted 
grass aod it did grow. JM srooked it, aod it was good! That took abodt a dag? Who cares, it was good. "Neat-o," [bis 
said. • «I 

Upoo awakei)ii)g thè oext dag, she prettied dp thè skg With ri)ore balls of gas aod eVeo roade a sroaller Versioo of Carth, 
bdt she dido’t like it so she blew it dp. 3he threw thè reroaioiog rock io a circle arodod E^rth. J5he spdo fìarth also so 
there wodld be seasoos aod dags. JM felt this Was terriblg okag. "Neat-of [Tis said. 

a\| 

Oo thè fifth dag, she plaoted booes of loog-dead creatdres io thè soil, pdt goldfish io thè sea, aod caoaries io thè skg. The 
birds had great ain), aod this was good. si 

[•*•1 

Oo thè Sixth dag, she realized thè iospectors Were coroiog toroorroW, aod all she had roade Were tWo creatdres, so she 
created all thè other beasties io ooe shot. 3he also decided to prodace a thdrobed tgraot to rdle oVer it all. This took all of 
thè sixth dag. ’lDaroo, I’n) good!" fbris said. 
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ZARATHUD'S ENLIGHTENMENT 


A 


My Spi een 

I H 3 V e a SpLeeN, 

^e^oAz dz iecamz co de/uncù, ^madÀobd cmó ^j(fop [(5 

a,(yowiff < fydeét, and too& g'vead (dz&gfld i/b y& | 

^ee 

A a I d°N’t «V e N KN°W 

©n& dag ^oAcdAud tooi. dd éùufe/ité to- a sia. ^Hclt 3 SpL®®N doeS 

fiizaóandfiaAtuAz cuid t/lzAz /lz con^mièed Qp H9V® 0^6 

^7Ìlz $ouCAzd ’&fi/iO' u/Ai£z $/la ouqa cmìdeAded^ | | H3V e °N e 

A., B e caUS e evep\jO[^e doeS 

H/e£imz, t^oio dumi ieaót. demcubded tAz flO 0 |^e '5 taK®N 

^kòeét in dló comnba/idùig uoìzz, ud^ dosi t ^ 0 (Jt 


^aio da óomedùi^ uuAdAudiiz. tylfdcd A 
^O-UA du/ìpoAz db S^i^z, a/uyu/cuf? 

A 

oMu/urf/zig t/U taéty g’iaóé, AU (EoLChed 

00010 

A 

fyfoo/b dleaAi/iff tdiA, cuiéaiudA&y uaiad^ uma 
enAffdtmed. dkimaAi^ iemuAz /loiwùy cauM 
unde/iAtamù ^diueéz. 

* "AAU" 1 S TH£ CfllN£S£ 1 D£ 06 RAAA 
FOR N 0 -T-HIN 6 


"Grasshopper always wrong in argument 
with chicken" 

-Book of Chan 

compii ed by O.P.U. sect 


'Jet. 

IM sure its i|Wlport3Nt, 

THe SpLeeN. 

WHy eLSe 

W°ULd it be tHere? 
A JUSt S° it C°ULd S»t 
ANd do N°tHiNg? 
N°, l'M SUre tHe SpLeeN 
IS 3 good opgaN. 
AN °rg3N tH3t WlL 
A _$t3Nd by yoj 

rHr°UgH tHicK 3 Nd tH'Ii 
I H 3 Ve 3 SpLeeN. 
y°U C 3 N't H 3 tfe it. A 
ItS IW|'N e . 

- Pr'Nce MU-CH30 


^ FRUSTRAttD? klSS A FLi> ! a 


TAO FA TTU-DAM 



is a number, no more, no less. 

But of apples our Lady has 23: 

°*2e f Suppeus ji|§j| joj duo # 

lunl ^l REE FOR TME fj 

ONt FOR FltAV^SNACKIN^g. / 

• j $ 

orn jk <m<Èted éwj jiani/ilic'imilia * 

„ two for twins^ 

gn e & rgreyface 


oQg for 
oróe 






0N£ FOR 23$ 
AT^^OEWO! 


_ 6& 

ORTFIS! 


®i#o 




one for all-night diners 

for dxnner 

Ohe for tfrc Cfrao 


IS 

| OHE foX 

\ tL 

itzotlE- 

\ùfL 

| sffscii Li 




The PentaBarf 

by thè hermit Apastle tHe FiVe coivjIviMNDlvielStS 
Zarathud in thè 

FifthYearof The Caterpillar. 'Péìniabar'f 

He f ound them carved in 

gilded stone, while building a 5un deck f or his cave, but their import was lost 
for they were written in a mysterious cypher. 

However, after IO weeks & 13 hours of intensive scrutiny he dfecemed that thè 
message could be read by standing on his head and viewing it upside down. 

Krtow Ye Thfc O Man Of Fatth! 

I - There is no Goddess but Goddess and She is Your Goddess. There is no Erisian Movement 
but The Erisian Movement and it is The Erisian Movement. And every Golden Apple Corps is thè 
beloved home of a Golden Worm. 

II - A Discordian Shall Always use thè Officiai Discordian Document Numbering System. 

Ili - A Discordian is Required during his early Illumination to Go Off Alone & Partake Joy- 

ously of a Hot Dog on a Friday; this Devotive Ceremony to Remonstrate against thè popular 
Paganisms of thè Day: of Catholic Christendom (no meat on Friday), of Judaism (no meat of 
Pork), of Hindic Peoples (no meat of Beef), of Buddhists (no meat of animai), and of Discordians 
(no Hot Dog Buns). 

IV - A Discordian shall Partake of No Hot Dog Buns, for Such was thè Solace of Our God- 
dess when She was Confronted with The Originai Snub. 

V - A Discordian is Prohibited of Believing what he reads. 

It IS SO WRItTtN' SO B£ IT. -HAIL DISCORDIA! 

PPO^eaiTOPS \MILL e>6 TFANS>6iF.eS>S>l£UTeD. 

Always RemembeH 
OUR LADY I S 
NOT THE W A Y 

_ p TO SALVAT I ON . 
THAT IS WHAT 

YHVH IS FOR. 

I h«d « peiachtwi (o>v eaiim Ov-eo^ wihole. I V-'iewi l h«d ibe cVvie^ id vni«$. ^eed o(^ 
irvirviediA^e hejp, bui l ó\6a\ p/iow 1 wihere io iur>% I p«id o^e ^hvb^V- ihou^tvid^ o(^ do||«v^ 
wiiihoui evuj. |uc\l. I iried io co|d iurV-e^, bui ih«i iur»ned i«nÌo « rvie^. Bob 

cou^i hejp rv\c. 

"The^ì « (Vie«id 5>«\d, T^^i" <kaA hfl^ded n^e ihe ihiv^d \lo jurvie o^ ihe TVwapw ‘Di^coy^diA. 

Itv) hwppij, io tepori ih«i l «nowi i*i\^i ihe cookie ope^ «vid licV- ihe crearvi <=>o\ be(ove l 
e«i c\a Ov-eo. -Aj^o, <ka u>neYpecied iDwe (ou.'id ih«i \\ Ì«V-e5> 2.,|3"T \\ 4-5* io ^ei 

io ihe ce^iev o^ a iooi^ie pop. 4 aÌ| W-TM<S 
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SIDt SPL1TT1M6 

(OR SPL€£M 2) 

Side-òpiLttLncj douicjliteA 

EfLULpù oM OAOtmd 

(Xnd (M 1 hnox 

(Xu hjojptmjufi òpk&nà. 
Oh., thè, fumaniti^J 

More 

Xfift 


Reserve this space for words. 



The orbiteli mine! control lo/er/ con tee you uihen you mo/ticoie. 





Signs of thè Apocolypse 

Rev. y?: What do you think thè Signs of thè Apocolypse will be? 

Prince Mu-Chao: I'm glad you asked that question, Revy... thè signs of thè 
Apocolypse include but are not limited to: 

Stop Signs. These vicious beings (along with stoplights and mailboxes) are 
def initely one of thè many signs of thè apocolypse. I was strangling one just thè other 
day and it said something cryptically idiotic... "The Play's The Thing Wherein We'll 
Catch The Conscience Of The King" or some such thingy. SO, stop signs are thè f irst 
sign of thè apocolypse. 

Cosines. Math is thè pinnacle of order, so thè cosine and all of its kin are 
Greyface in disguise. Those damn mathematica! Systems are doubtless a crude form 
of attack against humanity by millions of math Majors who meet late at night in mail¬ 
boxes (toldja they were in on it). Following this impeccable logie, cosines are thè sec¬ 
ondi sines of thè apocolypse. 

Bumperstickers. Yes, a minion of Greyface was thè person who introduced 
bumper stickers to thè unsuspecting public. Vicious bastarci. I can picture it now... 
sneaking out of his cave late at night and pasting "My Other Car's A Porsche" on 
suburban cars throughout thè nation. It was a sad day for humanity. On thè positive 
side, if one would want to collect stupid and witless sayings, it could be done with 
bumperstickers. Anyway, bumpersickers are thè third sign of thè apocolypse. 

The Snapple Lady. ‘Nuffsaid. 

Keep Off The Grass Signs. We can't even walk on grass anymore. Oh, how have 
we sunk so low?!?!?! Keep SHOES off thè grass would be an acceptable sign, but no, 
THEY want you to stay off thè grass all together. Ahh, thè humanity! 

I could sit here and name other signs: Clear Pepsi (ruthlessly thwarted by thè 
world's Discordians), Talk Shows, thè Village People... but i've got some important 
stuff to do before thè world is destroyed in a fiery mess... 

-Stili PMC, stili pathetically optimistic. 

tRANSMISSIOM: H ave a nice day! 

Wiglaf Widfaras baked potatoes are thè best in thè whole multiverse! 

YoursTruly, 

Thargon 

CONVtRSAtlON 

Pope Bouncing Jehovah: "Ducks Running Free" sounds threatening 
to me. 

Prince Mu-Chao: I happen to know that there are plenty of ducks 
running free at THIS MOMENT and there ain't an ERIS-DAMNED 

thing thè U.N. is doing about it! 

Pope Bouncing Jehovah: The people just don't wear thè right 
trousers when shooting ducks. That's one of thè world's biggest 
problems. 




"Brace i^er^e|(^ ‘Hits- is- \\JJJ" 4 

THe PeNtagoN, ora t and 
cockroach infested old building, is thè 
Symbol of all that is Aneristic in thè worid. I was 
unlucky enough to spend a substantial amount of time 
enclosed in its walls of torturous blandness, so I 
decided to interview it for this edition of thè Principia 
Discordia. Below are some excerpts f rom our 
conversations. 

PMC : Pentagon, is there any truth to thè rumor that 
there is a Yog-Shoggoth trapped in your bowels? 


ab, at % dril/e-ii) F(i * l Oqq 



PFNrAQON : No Mr. Mu-Chao, that is a vicious lie propagated by thè endless array of 
rumormongers and conspiracy buffs that plague my existance. 


PMC : Many people travel through you every day. How do you handle thè wear and tear? 
Are you falling apart? 

PFNrMQON : Another vicious rumor designed to discredit order! I am not falling apart. I 
am in tip-top condition. 

PMC : I've seen your basement myself. Aren't some of your walls down there literally 
falling down? 

PFNrMQON : Oh, it's all cosmetic. I AM 50 years old, you know. You have to expect a 
few wrinkles. 


PMC : Hmmm... yes. Well, then, how do you feel about Chaos and Disorder? 

(at this point, 2,120 of its urinals explode) 

PFNrMQ0N : Excuse me... order is important. Why, look at me! You can get anywhere 
you 1 re going inside of me within 7 minutes. If I was disorderly, that would never be 
possible. 

PMC : Actually, you CAN'T do that anyway. All that construction that you're under 
makes that quite impossible, right? 

PFNrMQ0N : Well... yeah, but... 

PMC : One final question. How is it that you, a building, can talk if you DON'T have a 
Yog-Shoggoth in your bowels? 


PFNrAQ0N : Oops... 


We would Ilice to declare Chaos 1+ National Età Particle Appreciation Day. Hallmarlc 
will be publishing a series of witty cards for you to give to your favorite età 
particle next year, but for tbis year's event just teli every età particle you meet 
today bow mucb tbey mean to you. And maybe give ’em a tbousand or so 
electrons as a striali gift. 


The 23AE is a Discordia!! cabali' 

(except when we’re not) that do 
not exist (except when it does). 

When it does in fact exist, thè members 
immediately celebrate Cabal Existance day 
by getting thoroughly shitfaced. They, of 
course, f orget that thè Cabal exists when they 
pass out, but when they feel thè touch of Eris’ hip once again, they recali 
and thè cycle continues. 

We believe that Eris carresses our pineal glands because we are thè 
incarnations of thè Spirits of thè Apple of Discord. Some of 
have thè worms to prove it. 

Alasi All is not well in Dementia, folks. It seems that Chronos (pictured up top, there) has 
set time against us, Eris’ faithful servents (except when we’re not), and is determined to 
bring Armeggedon to bear before Eris’ word (herring) is spread throughout thè land. We 
shant let that happen (unless we’re too drunk to stop it). 

Parenthesis are an important tool used in thè right hands because it seems that 
(mighty Chronos cannot read parenthetical statements). But he doesn’t know, so don't 
teli him! 

Have a pickle and a Pez; thank you for your support. 

-Rev. Prince Mu-Chao, member: 23AE (except when he's not) 
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tfit RANT OF T-Ht HOT D06 

IO 0®[ IO DS5CH0RP! 

FFFFFRJT 

todihusloto wmraffi 

31® m«.W.EOOO?! 

FFFFFR^T 

IO 0© IO CHRQ5! 

FFFFFRJ 

IO JDigCIlORp! IO 0R1J! 

AN EXPLA I NAT I ON : The Rant Of The Hot Dog becomes, in essence, a 
round pinkish square that contains thè truth. When consumed, thè truth resides outside of you. 
Activating thè truth while at a 90 degree angle to it is much more tricky, and is too compìicated 
to go into here. See thè originai Principia Discordia (page 00122) for further enlightenment. 










BeFope tHe begWNg °F great br*LUaNce, tHere JvjUSt be CHaoS. BeFore a br*LUaNt perSoN 
begiNS So^etHiNg g^at, tHejj N|USt look FoouSh to tHe croWd. - I CH'Ng 


If you under- 

stand, things are 00017 

just as they are. 

Ifyoudont — 

understand, 00017 

things are just as 
they are. 


00017 


00017 

00017 00017 


COYOTE 
LOVE 
POT I ON 
SO L D 
NERE: 

2 5 

CENTS 


6RAP£S AND 6RAP£S AND 6RAP£S AND 6RAP£S AND 6RAP£S 


The Aneristic: 

ALPHABETIZES EVERYTHING 
ARE CONSTIPATED 
BELIEVES WHAT THEY READ 
GOES SHOPPING WITH A LIST 
LIKES STRAIGHT LINES 
LOVES TO NUMBER THINGS 
SUCKS 

If 'fou bave one or more of thè above S'fmp- 
toms, please eonsult thè nearest Lristic 
Doctor of Diviniti for an adequate dosage of 
LSD. £>ring plent>f of hempseript. 

A opnr c©u|d \e\ Mp&z T® pK SÌ*V, <=>™s <^o^\ h«Je sjacV. 

«ye^ade |«UYcheY (Ve whe^i ijpj \en*\ T> opT<sj« c y, o^e r^nu p|«u 

eypec| \\. Th«t w<=>u|d n^e 4 pu Eob (bnd «ire of>o d fnerud*. 

u>npc»pu|«Y M wh«T V |e(x o™onT ' 





R e V. Daye: i s thè Church of thè 23 Apples of Eris a POEE cabal or a whole other 
Discordian sect? 

PPNce Md-CHao: Well, it’s hard to say. Some of its members claim it is a POEE cabal, 
and others claim it belongs to thè Randy Caboose Cabal. A couple of ‘em start raving 
about avocados as soon as thè subject Comes up. I, myself, have consulted mine own 
pineal gland on thè matter, but all I got was a headache and forty-six cents. Hail Eris! 
All Hail Discordia! 



"NO ORDINARE TOGATO COULD DO TWS, BUT..." 


WARNING! beware of a weird cult which... 

-uses premises of money, a job, and other favors to recruit people 
-indoctrinates beginners in an armed camp until they're completely brainwashed 
-employs terror, assassination, murder, and threats thereof 

-i s particularly interested in thè young and those that follow orders without question 
-holds against their will members who wish to leave 

-goes by many names: Service, military, Armed Forces, ROTC, JROTC, Army, Navy, 
Marines, Air Force, National Guard, Green Berets, etc... 

A QN'ce _Stopv| oF KN°WL e dg e ! 

B e N e 3tH tHe MppL e Hee oF CH3oS reSdeS ; 
bjj tHe gNai^e oF KS°W 

"Ks°n" 1 aSK e d H'i'i °N e davj WHist | was louN^Na arouNd 
MppLe rree oF CHaoS, "WHat iS tHe SqUare r°°t °F 25 ?" 

"F*ve," kn°Wi v i say triupqpHaNtm. 

"Mes," 1 SM. "N°w, WHat iS tHe SqUare r°°t OF 529 ?" 

TWeNtvj tHree," SM. 

"MeS," 1 repeated. "MNd WHat iS tHe Sqdare r°°t °F tH*S treeì 
MFter 3N H°iJr oF S^Nce, tHe gN^e LooKed at jvje. 

"QN'N e ?" 

"KN°W." 

"(jN'Netvj-gN'Ne?" 

"KN°W." 

'^eyeHteeH, op gNotHiNa" 

"KN°W." 

' W e LL, WHat iS it?" Wlhen Our La<h( did roll her to>(, 

F'V e pez." The appiè of ehaotie jo>|. 





£WI6£ 6LUM£NKRAFt! 


?aris did choo&e 
The prettiest f\ooz.e. 

In a nutshell, thè battle of Tro'f. 


THE 2 3 A E IS YET ANOTHER MAN I FESTAT I ON OF THE 
DISCORDIAN SOCIETY, ABOUT WHICH YOU CANNOT LEARN AND 
WILL NOT UNDERSTAND. 

WE ARE A MOTLEY CREW OF NUTCASES, ODDBALLS, DRUNKS, 
ARTISTS, DRUGGIES, FRUITS, AND SIMILAR MANIACS WHO 
ARE INTRIGUED WITH ER I S, GODDESS OF CONFUSION, AND 
WITH HER DOINGS. 
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foca!'podc& ohe, aAmed and danpe/iauA. 


If tino FaihdFops Firn dowh a wìhdow and meet, what is ohe plus ohe? 



AMD £RIS SA1D UMTO AA£, "Wfl^ DO yOU WAST£ ^OUR T1AA£ SO, WATCFI1M6 
ifOUR FOOLlSfl T£L£V1S10M SFIOWS AMD 'SURF1M6' ^OUR 1MMAM£ 
1MT£RM£T?" 

1 R£PL1£D, "I DOM'T -HAV£ AM^T-H1M6 £LS£ TO DO," AS 1 STU66£D 
OUT W C16AR£TT£ AMD SFIOT AMOT-H£R 6LASS OF VODKA. 

£R1S 5LAPP£D AA£ -HARD. 



PLeaSe proVide US W'tH tfje date oF vjour deatH 


The Nipple -frobleri) 


■ Ever since I read thè third edition of thè Principia 

P Discordia, a problem has vexed my mind and left me 

constipated. Why do men have nipples? 

I spent r hours, days even, searching through dusty old tomes, hoping against 
hope some other philosopher had tackled thè problem already. But even Darwin 
was useless to my sacred quest. 

I decided to approach thè quest ion myself. Maybe they were for decora- 
tion. I mean, without nipples, where would we put nipple rings? 

Or, maybe they're dials of some sort. Who knew? 

Well, that sounded like a good explanation to me, so I twisted my nipples 
and contacted my pineal gland. Eris refused to answer for thè longest time. I 
fervently pulled at my nipples, trying to get her attention. 

Finally, she turned to me and asked, "What is it I reign over, Q-Bert?" 

"Chaos," I said. 

Moral: Don't twist your nipples for 23 hours straight while meditating be- 
cause it hurts afterwards. Badly. -suBAArrt£DBy r£v.q-b£rt lé ommi+-ioppim6£st 












The Sects of Discordia 

FEMALE/MALE/OTHER: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
CHAOIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
DISCORDIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
BOBIST: believes in Eris and Bob and such baly-hoo 
LEFTIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo 
ALL OTHERS: believe in Eris and such baly-hoo 


--as you can see, thè different sex of Discordia are causing loads of trouble trying to cram their 

dogmatic belief Systems down each others throats. Perhaps we Discordians should study how well 

thè Christian Sects get along and emulate them... ^ 
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'VAevJev- ijpure — vV^bard <Ce[\*ne 


The Discordians, and their brother group, 
thè Subgenii, are taking thè internet by 
storm. It really isn't hard for us to put 
two and two together. Why do you think 
thè conspiracy has enlisted thè Aneristic 
Christians in thè U.S. government to 
restrict what can be put on thè net? 

And all those idiots with their "Why is my 
page black?" crap. Like we don't know. 
Pathetic, I teli you. Sad. Hail Eris, and 
Our Lady will help us through these heinous 
times. Floot. 



C3N iJ°U FiNd tH« p°t Sl^oRer ofl tH» ofle donar blL? 


"I've always said, if 
you're going to regret 
something, regret things 
you did, not things you 
didn't do." 

- Rev. Y? 


The §ooks i) JWf 

Tjé §ook of Grapes: WHEREIN: IS COLLECTEO DRUNKARDS. 

The f)ook of J^ocado: WHEREIN: IS COLLECTEO AVOCADOS. 

The §ook of 7(pple: WHEREIN: IS COLLECTED PURE CHAOS. 

The §ook of §ùrt: WHEREIN: IS COLLECTED ALL THAT IS SMELLY. 

The §ook of Qdioc 



ooo'Zo 


WHEREIN: ONE MUSTN'T WHISTLE AND PISS. 








FETCH! 


When one runs out of things to Sink, should one stop playing and get to more 
serious work? Hell, no. Just Sink yourself and play Get. 

Or, better yet, don't sink yourself and play Fetch instead. 

Get a bunch of greyfaces together and teli them that If they fetch all thè stuff 
you Sank, you'll teli them thè Secret of thè Universe. If they stili won't do it, offer 
them money. All greyfaces like money. 

After they fetch all you Sank, play Sink again! 

If thè greyface gives you any flak about not paying them, perform thè Turkey 


Curse. | 

IN 

youR 

•HtART, 

you 

KNOW 

irs 

FLAT. 


WaS «Nce caued RUFJS. 

THat iNtrigued i«ie. 

The first time I talked to Eris, she had 
taken thè form of my third grade 
teacher. "Miss Brophy," I asked, "why 
don't we pray in school?" 

"Are you a Catholic?" thè disguised Eris 
asked. 

"Yes," I replied. 

For thè rest of thè day, Eris chased me 
around thè classroom with a crucifix. 



DRIVE-IN FU 
CFRONOS? 




beating me over thè head whenever she 
caught up. 


W-HAT’S 1M A FIOLy MAAA£? 
OlO yOU SP£MD FIOURS AMD FIOURS FIUMT1M6 TFIR0U6FI A 
DICTIOMARy FOR P1£C£S OF yOUR FIOLy MAM£? 

IF you D1D, you PROBABLy FIAV£ SOM£ON£ £LS£S. 

TAK£ PR1MC£ AAU-CFIAO, FOR 1MSTAMC£. IF I WASM’T SO 
LAZy, I'D 6£T UP AMD CFI£C/<, 6UT I DOM'T 

B£L1£V£ 'MJ' OR ’CFIAO’ IS IM A (SFIUDD£R) DICTIOMARy. 
yOU CAM S££ T-HAT TFIIS FIOLy MAM£ WAS 6£ST0W£D 6y TFI£ 
60DD£SS FI£RS£LF. S££ TFI£ 0RD£R-M0TFI1M6-CFIA0S TFIAT 
DAMC£S TFIR0U6FI TFI£ MAAA£! S££ TFI£ PROUD R£F£R£MC£ TO 
TFI£ MOST SACR£D OF SyAABOLS, TFI£ SACR£D CFIAO! S££ TFI£ 
OB5CUR£ R£F£R£MC£ TO ATLAMTIS! 

OFI / V£RILy, OMLy A 60 DD£SS COULD COAA£ UP WITFI SUCFI A 
MAAA£! 

OFI y£AFI, IT SOUMDS COOL, TOO. AAOO-KAy-OW 

(NOT WRItttN sy PRINC£ MU-CPiAOj Tfl£ &OOK OF INAN£ WORDS) 



"RELIGIOUS CEREMONIEf ARE UNHOLV - HERACLEITUf 



Mantra Against Saniti) 

riuffy Icitty want a bagel? 

Huffy Icitty want a bagel? 

rii. JAM IT DOWN YOUR ELUEFY LITTLE THROATI 
Huffy bagel don't wanna use tbe litterbox... 
...-Odorlord Betagon tbe Transvestite Dreamer 


WHat'S tHe C°Lor oF vpur iNS'deS? 



(or Spleen - Will it Never End?) 

IS IT PINK? 

IS IT WHIT£? 

DO£S It HAV£ 6R££N POLKA DOTS? 

MIN£ IS NO B£TT£R THAN ^OURS, 

I'D WA6£R. 

I STILL DON’T WANT TO TRAD£. 

I M£AN, 

WW BOTH£R? 

NO 0N£ CAN S££ ITS COLOR. 
RI6HT? 

IN SHORT, 

ifOU CAN’T HAV£ IT. 

Mi* SPL££N. 


"Wè .Discordigli n)òst stick apart" 

- l^leclgpse tf]e 'fender, 

"I DON'T BELI E V E IN THAT 
HOROSCOPE CRAP, BUT 
THAT ' S PROBABLY BECAUSE 
I'M A SAGITARIUS, AND 
WE'RE NATURALLY SKEPTI- 
C A L . 


- POPE AM I SH JEHOVAH , 
THE SHAGAL ICIOUS 


The officiai bird of thè 23 Apples of Eris is thè dodo. 

Please respect that magnificent bird. 

Feed them Pez and they will love you. 
The officiai food of thè 23 Apples of Eris is Pez. 
Please respect that magnificent candy. 

Feed them dodos and thè orange ones will love you. 


00022 Bulishit makes tbe flowers grow. 

That’s 

beautiful? 

P0P£ £VIL FNORDFNORD 


FNORD IS TH£ ALPHA AND 0M£6A. 
FNORD IS TO FORNITS 
AS FORNITS AR£ TO £RIS. 

IF THAT ISN'T INFORMATION £N0U6H, 

ALL IS LOST, BABÌL 
FNORD? 


if goG stopped bregtìiiog, gooDd probablg lite loi)s<er. 


THE S© LD I E R 


00023 



? 


00024 



THUS eNdetH tHe 23.5 tferS'opi °F tHe Pr'NC'p'a D'Scord'a, a 
gelerai. ojtL'Ne °F tHe 22.5 ed't'ON oF tW° COpie$ cHaN" 
N e L e d bg crazed i«i°nks tHat escaped Area 51, Wh'ch Was 
N°tH'Ng L'Re tHe 22Nd ed't'ON oF 23 C«pieS tHat 'NCLUded 
b«tH tHe SecretS °F tHe U|W e rSe aNd a K'LLer r e C'pe F«r 
avocado pie, WH'CH Was aN ekact copg OF tHe 21St edit'ON 
oF 300 COpieS peNNed bg R‘CHard M‘LH«US |M‘X°N °N H'S 
deatH bed, WH'CH Had tHe Sapqe titLe (+1) aS tHe 20tH 
ed'tiopl OF tHe Pr'NC'p'a D'Scord'a... WeLL, goj get tHe 
‘dea. 



- ALL RI6HTS R£V£RS£D - R£PRINT WHAT ^OU 
LI K£. 

00 ( 22 /? 

T-H£ LAST WORD - 


BISCUIT. 


You can see more of thè 23 App/es of Eris at 
http://come. to/discordia/ 
or 

http://23ae. onestop. net/ 

Visit frequently or often, whichever you prefer. 
princemuchao@poboxes. com 



CFiROMOS? 










